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PRANKS ON THE HEATH. 

“If Poor Pa continues to conduct himself on future Bank Holidays as he did on Easter Monday, he will either have to be placed under restraint or I am 
afraid the authorities will abolish the people’s holiday altogether. Whatever 'Arry’s feelings may have been at Dad’s impersonation of his Donah, there was no 
mistaking ’ Arriet’s, and it was only Papa’s appeal for mercy, on the plea that he was a man, that saved his life. It is to be hoped that on Whit Monday next 
my misguided parent will be warned off Hampstead Heath altogether, At anyrate, it is time something is done.’’—Toorsit. 


CONCERNING CONTROL OF TEMPER. vibDOCca. 


Vipocg was a detestable scoundrel : something like our 
Jonathan Wild. 

The first Chief of the “ Police of Surety” in Paris, he had 
risen to that post by infamous means. He had made him- 
self useful as a prison spy. He had wormed himself int: 
the confidence of his fellow pane and basely betrayea 
them. He had traced and delivercd up to justice escaped 
convicts. Though himself guilty of a hundred crimes, he 
at last obtained his liberty on condition that his trade of 
informer should continue, and that he should supply the 
police with a certain number of criminals cach month or be 
sent back to prison himself, 

It can be easily imagined what infamies he committed— 
what false swearing, what bribery, and what corruption such 
an arrangement would bring about. He was allowed a 
pound a week and a premium on each capture. One of the 
tirst of his victims was aman who had given him shelter 
when he first came out of prison. He accused this man and 
a friend of his of being coiners, and procured their condem- 
nation, They were «afterwards guillotined. To make up 
the required number of criminals, he had, like Jonathan 
Wild, to lead them into crime and then denounce them. 
After a few years’ service he retired very well off, 


It ix always wise to control your temper when a Aw! it is politic tosmile when some wealthy magnate But should any undersized, consumptive-looking The agents he employed to help him CEOS. lively lot. 
en, twice your weight, jostles you rudely in the mistakes you for a waiter at u county ball. joker tread by accident on your toc—well, let him Here is one story among many: A man, giving his name as 
street, know what the aroused British Lion is like! Jacquin, called on Viducq to oller his services as spy and 

L 


114 


informer. Vidocq asked what were his qualifications. Among 
other things, Jacquin said he could go marketing. Vidocq gave 
him some money and told him to go and buy a couple of capons, 
Jacquin departed, and shortly returned with two first-rate birds, 
as well as the cash he had been entrusted with. The thief-catcher 
stared and chuckled, and asked how the thing had been done. 

“In this fashion,” replied the thief. “A friend of mine who is a 
cook lent me his white suit, his cap and the basket he carries on 
his back when he goes to market. The basket was half filled with 
straw and stones and made to look as though it were well filled 
with food, Ou the top were two or three penny worth of vegetables. 
I bought the fowls of woman in the market, and asked her asa 
favour to put them into the loaded basket on my back to save 
me the trouble of pulling it off and swinging it up again. I 
stood facing her as her two hands were employed over my head 
und stooped down, I saw that she kept her money in the pockets 
of her apron. I got my own money back aud thirty francs of loose 
silver besides.” 

Vidocg chuckled again. He bade the thief re. act the scene, 
which he did with much clever pantomime. He was told to come 
next day and was promised employment, and after his departure 
Vidocq sat istill chuckling, until of a sudden he missed his gold 
watch and chain. The poultry prig never turned up again, and it 
was, many years afterwards, a dangerous experiment to remind 
the thief-catcher of this little incident. 

“It is terrible to know,” says ono of Vidocq's biographers, “ that 
for the Parisian who has once been in prison there is neither place 
nor security, however well he may conduct himself. Chantage 
(extortion), attaining the proportions of a frightful trade, pulls the 
victim down at every attempt to rise, and often finally crushes 
him. Extortioners hunt up those who would be honest, and 
fasten on them as their lawful prey.” 

A carpenter, released from prison, by industry and economy had 
paved sufficient to live comfortably with his wife and children ; 
but one unlucky day he fell in with one of his former prison com- 
og who asked him to drink. He dare not refuse, and after 

hey had drunk he left a wrong address and set off home by a 
circuitous route. But the other dogged the carpenter's steps 
unseen, and next day gave him u call and invited himself to dinner. 
The day after he called again and borrowed twenty francs. This 
was followed on su uent occasions by further loans, until the 
poor man was driven to despair and reduced to poverty. 


(Neat week, “ Women ia Jail.“ 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


— 

2 ere wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope 7 enough fu contain the 
contributions l Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Not the slightest, thank you, JENNY ; Much obliged for cheerful 
note, Right you are, of course, SPECTATOR ; That was ALLY in 
the boat. Not to ua, we thank you, FINNIBH. = That is our opinion, 
WitL. II Mo, oe fear, A WARDER, Js familiar with the mill. 
You can hardly blame him, MINNIE; You'd have done the same, 
we know. It would cost, we find, ENQUIRER, Over twenty pounds 
to go. Haven't space at pregent, thank you; Much obliged, 
though, H. F. C. Glad to hear it, PAL or ALLx's; Let us know 
when it’s to be. 

— — 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


burwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d.\, 
In Stamps or J.. O. O. a payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tne SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, ' LEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent poat free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE La BAaNQue. 
— — 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Lailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED g copy of the current weue of Al. Lr SLOPER's HALF- 
Hola be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SI, or ER's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
— jU— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


Outside the Railway Station, 
rat Man. What an awful grumble that fellow Bigbee is, to be 
sure. The price of corn, rates, taxes—everything was wrong. 
Second Man. That's only pride. He wants everyone to know 
that he keeps a horse, and à man-servant and three dogs, that's all, 
ss 
s 
„Look at that small boy. Is he not quiet?” “Yes, but why 
does he look so mis - er able! “ Be-cause he has been told that he 
must be on his best be-ha-viour.” “Oh!” 
2s 


Friend, Is your new picce going, old fellow? 
Author (dejectedly). Yes, it’s going altogether to-morrow night. 
* 
* 


THERE'S nothing moro exasperating, 

More tantalizing, aggravating, 

Than (while you're in a dentist's, waiting 
Your turn for tooth-extraction) 

To see, in a SLorER“ lying there, 

Picture of man in dentist's lair, 

Struggling, writhing in dentist’s chair 
Nenth dentist's ruthless action ! 

In a dentist's room, that prophetic sight 
(Though you've taken a bracing cordial) 

Is enough to smite you half-dead with fright, 
As you think of your coming ordeal ! 

ses 


* 

Ile (whose spouse has just accompliahid a remarkable globe. 
trotting performance). I suppose you have heard all about my 
wife’s extraordinary feat, Mrs. Iestruck ? 

She. Dear me, no. Er—what's the matter with them? 

* * 


Friend, I see n man has been fined for hiding away and sleeping 
all night in a restaurant. 
The Punster, At! 1 suppose they held it to be wrong to rest in a 
reat to wrong. ; 
Lhe jury, after hearing the cvidence and vicwing the frightfull 
0 elt fa body, 5 285 returned a e ede 2 
homicide,” with a rider chte of their utmost sympathy 
with the prisoner.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
Holiday Costume. 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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large understanding. 


“Can mamma come with us to the theatre to-morrow night, dear?“ “No, 
thank you; it will be the first play I have reen this y car, and I want to enjoy it.” 


Foothall,as practised by the la lies. 
After the kick off every one dolyes 
the ball. 


E 


frown. Smith hal the influenza 
twice, and died with it. 

Jmes. Good gracious! Did he die 
the first time or the second ? 


[Saturday, April 18, 1888. 


SCENE—Elitorial Office of the “ Woman's Nr. 
Lady Visitor, 1 want to see the lady who writes your toilet 
articles, please! 
Syed Boy. There he is, mum. The genelman with the bald 
he id and pimples. ee . 


Our new baker concludes his circular with the following. 
“Customers may rest assured that only the very choicest product. 
of our English corntivlds will be used in the manufwture of wht 
has been most truly termed The Staff of Life.” This is uv, 
language, isn't it! oe 4 

* 


Hostess, I am 60 disappointed in your friend; I thought you 
toll me he was a genius. 
| ey walk 80 he is. 3 ale a 
f. Nonsense, why he looks perfectly clean, he d Ds 
exuctly like any ordinary person, and his hair's been cut within 
the last few days, *.° 


Mr love by her apron-strings leads me, 
My love has the whip-hand of me; 

I tie to her side when she needs me: 
When bidden to leave her, I flee. 

To do what she wills she compels me, 
Refuse her is more than I can: 

Anil my conscience reproachfully tells me 
I'in a very M188-GUIDED young man! 
ss 
s 


First Man. Your friend's wife is literary, is she not; writes for 
the papers, and all that? 
Bre ce OF Vico the neue of eaten all 
“iret Mun. I not the state o 0 r N a 
about the buttons and stud holes, 2 3 
ses 
s 


Host. Try one of these weeds, old man; my wife gave them to 
me for a birthday present, 
Guest (nervously), N- no thanks—er—l—I think I'll try a pipe 
if vou don't min 
Most, Nonsense, my box, don't be afraid; she's a New Woman 
and a dashed sight better judge of a smoke than I am, : 
ss 
s 
Willie. Some of the barristers must spend a lot of money i 
drinks, don't they, father? = 
Pater. Why, my boy? 
Willie, Well, I see Mr. Stumper, Q.C., was paid ten guineas a 
day for a “refresher.” ee 
s 


The Registrar, How do you account for the great addition: 
increase in your household expenditure, which took place 55 
years ago! 8 

The Bankrupt, Oh, my wife took to following out the recipes 
for economical cooking in ladies’ papers. 

* * 


1 s 
Teacher. It seven bundles of wood cost 3d., what will two 
bundles come to! 
Scholar, L know teacher. 
Jracher. Well! 
Scholar, Why, ashes. That is a chestnut. 
ss 
s 
THE oldest of our ancient wights 
Remembers well the day 
When to St. Helena’s scant delights 
Napoleon sailed away. 
But world-wide fame so soon decays 
And dies in these degenerate days, 
That ho can't recall that national craze, 
“ Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay " | 
ss 


s 
Modern Elitor, Oh, yes, very fair story, but no good to us. Try 
a ladies’ paper. 
Young Writer, Er—er—could you—er—would you mind telling 
me what's wrong about it! 
Vera Elitar. There's nothing wrong about it. That's jus: 
exactly what I find fault with. « 
s 


Sh, Didn't you feel very nervous going down that dreadful coil 
mine, Mr. de de 

He, Well, I don’t know whether to put it down to actual 
nervousness, but I certainly felt a sort of sinking sensation. 

ss 
* 

Customer. Let me have a very close shave, please. 

Facetious Barber, All right, sir. I'll put my new apprentice on 
the job ; you'll get the closest shave of having your ear cut off you 
ever had in your life. ee 

s 


First M. P. No, he can't speak anything like he could; he really 


had a wonderful tlow of eloquence. 
Second U.P. Well, it's tlown altogether now, hasn't it. Ila, 
ha, ha! ee 
s 


Boniface. Look here, young man, I understand as how you said 
my house was full of drunkards last night. 
Blue Ribbonite. 1 did say so. 
Boniface. Well, it wasn't. There was room for a good twenty 
more. es 
s 
Young Sharpshins. What is a tonic, dad? 
Old Sharpshins, A medicine to give a tone ta the system, my box. 
Young Sharpshins, Then don't you think Mary Anne ought to 
have some? for when she tries to sing she frightens the horses in 
the street. oe 
s 


AT his Elysian desk the fair 
Recording Angel groaned and sighed. 
“Three houts,” he said, “ wish tedious care, 
My fluent hand's been occupied 
In writing one man's curses out: 
And, oh, how sad that all that din 
Of dreadful oaths was brought about 
By one small boy and one bent bin!“ 
se 


s 
Brown, Let me see, I think you said that you were eupplird 
with be by the Eel, Mud, and Microbe Water Company, did 
you no 
Itubi son. No, indeed. I said that their mains ran down my 
street, were connected with my house, and that I had to pay them 
rates, but as to being supplied with water, why that's quite another 
story. ee 
* 


Bencrolent Ant. Well, my boy, is there anything I can get von 
before 1 go?! Is there anything you want? 

Nephew (a. Prufexsional Poet), Let me eee? No. thankee. | 
think not. I've got a bottle of gin, an ounce of birdseye, a quite 
of paper, pens and ink, and some bread and cheese. 


READ THE NEW TALE OF LIFE IN LONDON. 
WARHAWKS; 
Or, The Mysteries of the City: 


ASTOUNDING REVELATIONS OF SECRET SOCIETIES, Etc. 
Appearing Weekly in 


LARES! 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


Saturday, April 13, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE AND JOHNNY. 


—— 


. unt of ita circulation Poor Pa's paper goes to press a long 
w nie 3 of things, and thus, fifteen days before Easter Monday, 
Lam writing» 
few lines about 
the delightful 
comedy of 
Thoroughbred, 
by Mr. Ralph 
Lumley, which 
1 saw for the 
first time on 
the 13th of last 
February, and 
1 trust all of 
us will see 
againon 15thof 
April with dear 
Nad, Johnn 

J Toole in his 
original part. 

“It was to- 
wards the close 
of an autumn 
day in the year 
1838,” said that 
kind - hearted 
an accom- 

lished critic, 

2. L. Blanch- 
ard, “when, 
passing 
through the 
village of 
Shorne, I fortuitously witnessed the following scene: A little boy, 
scarcely six years old, was the centre of an admiring group of urchins, 
who seemed in a most exuberant state of delight at each fresh 
comicality of an entertainment consisting of an imitation of the 
sounds of a farmyard, with a few dexterous voices thrown in. On 
my nearer approach, the festive company, entertainer and all, sub- 
sided into bashfulness. On making inquiry ax to the name of the pre- 
cucious young gentleman I was told bya giggling little damselthat 
it was only Johnny Toole, a little London boy, down for his health.” 

„ should not wonder,” Toole is reported to have said in Mr. 
Joseph Hatton's most amusingly chronicled “ Reminiscences,” “ I 
should not wonder if that giggiing little damsel is not now the 
mother—perhaps the grandmother, who knows !—of half-a-dozen 
other giggling little dameela, who have all inherited their mother's 
appreciation of fun, and that they are among the most constant 
frequenters of Toole's Theatre.” 

And why not? I don't think Johnny Toole has made many 
friends he hes afterwards lost. 

“1 was born,” he says, himself, “in St. Mary Axe, in the City of 
London, on March 12th, 1882. I lived in the City, played marbles in 
the oy went to school 12 — and — ot 5 the oe: 
My father was the City Toast Master, a quite eq 
importance, I used to think when I was a boy, to that of the Lord 
Mayor, I know that one 
of the great banquets at 
which 1 assisted, in the 
ladies’ gallery, appeared 
to e father’s 
ulfair; nobody elso 
seemed to have anything 
to do with it; everybody 
appeared to do exactly 
what he told them, 
whether it was to speäk, 
to sit down, to cheer or 


to sing songs and glees, 
including ‘God Save the 
Queen,’ which they did 
sing with all their might, 
the ladies joining in the 
chorus,” 

Toole, before going on 
the stage, lay — the 
first_ time in pu at 
the Sussex Hall, Leaden- 
hall Street, as Antoni 
in the Merchant of ' 
Venice. Shylock wore 
the Jewish gaberdine 
and regular make-u 
but the rest wore simple 
evening dress, a costume 
previously arranged on. 
lis tirst appearance on the stage was at the old Pavilion, White- 
chapel, where he gave some imitations of East End actors that were 
received with tremendous applause. The first time he 1 ed to n 
regular audience in a regular way was at Ipswich in under 
the name of “John Laver.” He next performed very successfully 
at the Walworth Institute, where also played his friend Lowne, 
not, 1 presume, a very distant relation of the delightfully clever 
comedian who now a in Thoroughbred. From there Toole 
went to Dublin, to Edinb h, and then to the St. James's, London, 
where he played the part of good old Pepys, of diary fame. Since 
then he has scored many triumphs, and we all hope will score 
neiny more, 

“It is not alone upon the stage that the famous comedian 
exhibits his double git of fun and pathos,” truly says Mr. Hatton. 
“It is the reflection of his own sympathetic nature, capacity to 
feel the tender emotions of the mind as well as the excitement of 
mirth and gaiety. Much of Mr. Toole's personal popularity may 
be traced to these qualities. His work has always been artistic and 
honest. No actor has ever been more honoured by men whose 
friendship is a distinction and an endorsement of character. No 
actor is more respected by his professional brethren, nor more 
sincerely loved by the great mass of playgoers. He possesses a 
fund of natural humour. and is the life and soul of any company 
which has the good fortune to have him for host or guest.” 

It is pleasant, indeed, to be able to quote and confirm these 


Hy 
Hon, Withelmana Carlingham: 
Miss HENRIETTA Warsox. 


Mr. Lowxx. 


John Rimple: Mn. Tool. xk. 


V N 
The Ii on. bilenkinsop: 


Lord Sanduere: 
Mu. Fitznoy MO¼HAN. 


MR. BILLINGTON, 


words, and at the same time express a hope that rou one and all 
Will visit Toole’s Theatre. Messrs. Morgan, Billington, Lowne 


and Mdlle, Watson are contributing towards the amusement of 
their patrons, 


tions of the day's doin 


ALLY GLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


Sram PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
SCRIPTI OF AN EMINENT PH — 
U 


RIPTION 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF L 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indigex- 
tion, all Stomachic Atiections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortuess 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbea Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
hess, Want Of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


AN ECHO FROM AUSTRALIA. 


10 Imperial Arcade, Pitt § Castlereagh Streets, 
Sydney, New South Wales, 
January lt, 1895, 
Messrs, GURDEY & Co. 

GENTLEMEN,—Thanka for the box of SLOPER'S PILLS. 
At first I took them to be a practical joke on the part of 
our mutual friend, the incorrigible ALLY, but afterwards 
discovered them to be a weloome reality, for they have 
proved effectual in removing the dyspeptic troubles 
vccasioned by sedentary labour, They should prove a 
blessing to all workers with the pen, especially in warm 
oli mates. 

“ours faithfully. 


JONN PLUMMER, 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF HE DOKS NOT KEEP THEM 


SEND O IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 
GURDEN K Co., 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, d., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


THE LATE GORDON FRASER. 

“HE would stop a little longer.“ That was what poor Fraser told 
his wife that fatal day when she left him skating on the frozen 
Ouse, near Huntingdon. Alas! little either guessed it would be 
for Eternity. It is on behalf of the sadly bereaved young wife and 
children that we are offering the original drawings of this truly 
humorous artist at the purely nominal price of Ten Shillings each, 
Mra. Fraser and her bairns have been left utterly uuprovi for, 
and we feel sure that many who appreciated the clever work of our 
hapless colleague will avail themselves of the chance of becoming 
possessed of a specimen of hia work, and thereby helping tha 
saddened young widow and orphaned children, 


— — 


ONE FOR THE ANTI-GAMBLERS. 

Ir was Sunday morning. It was the Sunday morning following 
the first Saturday's racing this season at Alexandra Park, and as 
Mr. Josiah Laya Sixterfore arose from the couch which for years 
he had shared with his distinctly superior half, confused recollec- 

at that charming suburban racecourse 

crowded into his thoughtbox. His tongue was like a leaf torn 

ome perenne his breath was an offence against the 
nitai et. 

i Mra.” he called down the stairs in a meek voice, M'ria, d'yer 
know where I put my trousers?” os 2 

“Your trousers,“ replied the dame, advancing half-way up the 
staircase in order that he might hear distinctly, “are stutfed into 
the japanned coal-box, where you placed them last night, Josiah. 
As 118 they are not the only articles of attire which you 
may be unable to find I may add that your waistcoat and watch 
and chain are down the back of the piano, whilst your gloves are 
in the waters Your horse-shoe scarf-pin you stuck through the 
portrait of ‘tor Purker on the sitting-room mantelpiece, and 
your collar, which you were compelled to tear off, you put behind 
the fire. One of your socks you locked up in the tea-caddy for 
safety, whilst the other you flung up behind——.” * 

“M'ria,” he broke in, very hutriedly, “ I noticed yesterday that 
all the best-dressed women were wearing 2 deal of Honiton lace 
all over their bodices ; I think you ought to have some, and ou 
Monday, if you like to come as far as nt Street with me——.” 

“Cert'nly, Josiah, cert'nlx,“ replied the matron, “1 will remind 
you of it to-morrow. By the way, there's just enough whisky for 
once in the spirit-stand downstairs, and n syphon of soda I sent 
for late last night. I'll send Emma up with it.” 

Josinli smole a sickly smile: a victory's a victory—no matter 
what the cost ! 


— — 


LITTLE WILLIE SLITHERWICKETT. 
A Mora, STORY THAT HAS WARPED A LITTLE, 

THERE was no better behaved or more promising boy in Old 
Battersea than Willie Slitherwickett. His parents were honest, 
hard-working people—particularly his mother, who slaved early 
and late, poor soul! painting the eyebrows on penny dolls, in 
consequence of her husband's trade being both dull and very 
precarious—indeed, it was only just about this season that he got 
anything to do at all. He was what is known as a “slinger "— 
went round the various bakers’ shops the day before Good Frida 
and got an hour's job, slinging the crosses on to the hot cross buns, 

Yesterday afternoon, when Willie returned from school, he 
seemed sad and downcast, His wonted smile was missing, and 
his air was one of dogged disappointment. 

“My boy,” said his good mother, “what ails you ; been if in?” 

No, dear mother,” replied Willie, “I am pained because | heard 
a bargeman call old Bill Brewster, the fish hawker, a vile and 
wicked name.” 

* How shocking!” 

“It was, but the most shocking part has to come. Old Bill can 
fight like a Ballyhooly wild cat with a pinch o' ginger under its 
bloomin’ nose, und he'd have given that bargee a bit o' the good 
old Cot¥ee-Cooler’s toko on his organ of smell only just now he's 
got a touch o' ilue and’s as deaf as a post, so, not hearin’ what 
the mudpusher called him, all the Jimdiggered fun fell through! 
What's for ten!“ 


115 
A MAKER OF JOKES. 


— 


HE was a fat, heavy, bald-headed man, with weak eyes and a 
placid smile. 

“They tell me you draw for the comic paurrs, Mr. Nowink,” he 
observed, 
“Is that so?” 

Philip Nodwink ad- 
mitted this soft im- 

hment. 

And about the jokes 
now,” his questioner 
went on with evicent 
interest: Do you 
always make them up 
yourself?” 

“Usually,” replied 
Philip, lightly. “At 
times, of course, I have 
an idea given me, or 
an outsider suggests 
something; but, as a 
rule, I manufacture my 
own wares,” 

“Really now!” said 
the bald-headed one, 
wagging his chiti softly. 
“I suppose, however, 
you would be willing 
to accept a number of 
really funny—excruci- 
atingly funny — ideas 
suitable for illustrations 

nal ones, I mean. 
It would save you a lot 
of time and thought.” 

Philip assented. It 
would certainly effect a saving both of time, money and thonght. 

“You see.” the fat man went on, with a dreamy smile, “I have 
nothing else to do, and I lie a-bed of nights awake for hours, and 
all sorta of funny faces and things seem tu float round me from out 
the darkness. And I make up the most comical jokes, the most 
laughable absurdities you could possibly — 4 Why, some- 
times the bed -shakes for a quarter of an hour, I am compelled to 
27 #0 unrestrainedly at my own conceits. The only drawbacks: 
is, IL have rather a short memory, and am apt to forget 
best things, if I don’t contide them to someone at once. But 
endeavour to overcome that now, and when anything choice vecurs 
to me I'll call round at once and let you know. You are living 
next door, I believe? My place is at the end of the street-—Mourns 
Villa—Plossher—John Heury Ploxsher—but, of course, you know 
we Farmer I shall prove a perfect boon to you!” 

his conversation occurred at a little suburban bachelor 3 at 
Highgate, theshost being n friend of Nodwink’s, and Mr. Plossher 
a gentleman whose acquaintance he had me that evening. Philip, 
who was 
humorous artist already 
well on the high road 
to popularity, had but 
recently come to reside 
in the neighbourhood, 
and he smiled more 
than once before turn- 
ing in that night at the 
recollettions of Mr, 
Plossher's enthusiasm. 
0 scarcely 
finished breakfast the 
next morning when Mr. 
Plossher was announced, 

“I've thought of two 
or three good things for 
you — n the 
visitor with a benevolent 
smile, and a gentle mo 
ping of: his dome-like 

forehead. “How do 
these strike you? Say 
a lodger, coming in 
suddenly and finding his 
A. \ landlady drinking his 

1. l whisky, exclaims, No 

ee wonder 1 am losing my 

: Wit’ spirits lately! — ee — 
spirits! Or a milkman 
tugging hard at a frozen 

ump, and saying, ‘My 

customers will have to go short this morning.’ ha !— 
or, n Jew standing on the sea-shore and observing a sail in the 
distance, laments the absence of a catalogue. le, and—ha, 

ha !—catalogue? ” 

hilip smiled gravely. “Capital, Mr. Plossher! Excellent! 
But—er—I'm afraid something, if not exactly the same, at 
2 has been done before.“ . 

“Never mind, it can't be helped,” cried the jokist, undauntedly. 
„shall think out one or two wore for you very soon.” And sure 
enough he was back again before lunch-time with a brace of ideas 
that caused Philip to grind his teeth; and ere nightfall he had 

mid no less than seven visits, relieving himself of his jocular 
— ok time with a smiling equanimity that nothing could 
isturb, 

Within a week Philip felt himself hovering upon the verge of 
insanity. It was useless denying himself to Mr. Plossher—that 
gentleman would take no denial, His knock was constantly heard 
at the door; he waylaid Philip at street corners in his walks 
abroad, and would even send his servant girl round in a red-hot 
hurry when anything “especially good” occurred to him. Once he 
sent his little boy—a 
youthful copy of his sire 
—with the germ ofa joke 
about an old woman’ 
cherry stall, the cele- 
brated actor Mr. Tree 
and a lad with a copy ot 
Truth under his arm, and 
said it might be worked 
up into something about 

Washington ! 

But there are limits 
even to human endur- 
ance! When, therefore, { 
at three o'clock one dark 
winter's morn, he ap- 
peared on Philip's door- 
step, with simply an old \; 
overcoat and mufiler 
covering his nightshirt. 
to relieve himself of an 
exquisite joke concern- 
ing n mother-in-law, the 
justly incensed artist \) 
smiled grimly, and drew 
him inside. 


A placid smile, 


His servant girl. 


* * * 

Mr. Plosslier was nevei 
again seen alive; aud 
Philip. who surrendered 
himself at the police- 
court the following day, left the dock“ some few hours later 
amid the frantic applause of the twelve good men and true who 
had just recorded their verdict of “ Justitiable Homicide.” 


— — 
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The Major. You see that lady who has just 
entered, the la a person that any mau could die 
for. 

She, But none could live with. 


„ Miss Sloper will be delighted to reeeive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIR'S FRIENDS. 


No. 386.—Miss AGNES CanRw. 
“ Carew-el maid, have pity, I entreat.” —The Dook Suvok, 
“Where could you match such beauty as is hers?" —Lord Lob. 


Blind is the love with which I worship Agnes.” 
us —The Ilion. Billy. 


(1) “Dang me!” roared the Laird, on the First of April, “ efter an ve taen u' the trouble tae dress 
myself like the Auld Ane in order tae bring that unutterable ruffian tae a ense o' his perilous 
poseetion, here I find him out o' his ain hoose pursuing debauchery at this unholy hoor. Oh, what 

1* 


a wicked warld it is 


“If you will send the necklace to my place, I shall be 
greatly indebted to you.” “Exonse me, sir, we are not a 
credit house, sir.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—CHEVALIER EDWARD DE MARTINO. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


— 


ce 


= 


l 2— 
— 


who are you? 


() A. SLOPER was strolling on that picturesque and savoury spot, where many a 
time had trod Nelson, Boscawen, Hawke, Howe, Jervis, and our jolly Jack Tars of 
old, who'd “seen a deal of service,” Portsmouth Hard, when he came across a foreign- 
looking gentleman in yachting uniform, with buttons on which was the Royal 
Crown, who appeared, by his carriage, to be like the little tin soldier, paffel with 
pride. “ Historical spot, this, sir,” remarked the Eminent, who was, as usual. in a 
talkative mood. Pardon,” replied the stranger,“ I am in zese parts a stranger, 
sare.” “So I shouk! imagine, but for your rig.” “Sare,” replied the foreign gentle- 
man, drawing himself up to his full height and tapping his chest, “I am ze Chevalier 
Edwurd de Martino, Marine Painter in Ordinary to Her Majesty ze Queen of 
England, Nay, sare, you need not uncovare.“ “My dear fellow, I bado't the 
slightest idea of doing so, especially to a brother marine painter, for I dabble in art 
as applied to the breezy myself; indeed, inspired by the surroundings, I made a few 
sketches only this morning. What think you of this?——(2) A man of war.” 1 
should think it vas a full-rigged—vat you call a—um—ah! zat is it!—a full-riegol 
diugey. “Pardon me, the man of war, you perceive, is iu the steru sheets,— (3) 


SPIRITUAL 


Gent (late home from business, has had the door opened by a stranger). Hullo! 
Stranger. I am the Lady General. 


(2) “ Noo here's a bonny-like thing 1“ shrieked the Elder: “aw've 
made an archangel o' mysel’ tae frighten that wee deevil iutue 
submission tae the Kirk and faith in the Storer, and here he is oot 
pursuin’ deevilry at four iu the woruin' Hvo di: grucefu' 1“ 


[Saturday, April 18, 1895, 


“Such a lark, dear. My divorced 
husband came in to be shaved the 
other day, He went out with his face 
a mass of sticking plaister."—£rtraf? 
Jrom Letter of Young Lady. 


NO rove VN Semple N 
Porttie N port omy dass 
ry ; 


Now, here is a drawing from life of a creature which no doubt yon have come acro=3 
when on the rolling sea.” Then, observing the puzzled look on the Chevalier's face. 
“You don't recognize it? You astonish me! A mermaid.—(4) This one I call 
‘On the Port Tack. 45) And this you should know at a glance, being a marine 
painter —” “In onlinary, sare, to Her Majesty the Queen of England.” “ Exact!). 
Well, this is Joe the Marine himelf.”. “I do not know ze gentleman, sar 
A. Stonu glanced at the Chevalier, and murmured half to himself, “Very lil 
Then, * Well, my hearty, what do you say to splicing the main brace, this morni 
“Sare, I do not comprehend.” “Oh,ah! 1 furgot--shall we tipple u can of gro? 
together?“ “Grog, grog! Vat is grog?” “Well, of all—— Come and have u 
drink, then!” “Sare!" cried the Italian, reddening with anger, “I am ze Chevalier 
de—" “Oh, all right!” remarked A. Storkn, leaving Her Majesty's Marine 
Painter in Ordinary alone iu his pride. “And yet,” sighed he, as he turned into the 
Blue Posts, “we have a Wyllie, and an Edwin Hayes amongst us!” and for once 
chewing his favourite beverage, he called for a quartern of rum, aud drank to the 
health of our two most famous Mariue Painters, 


REMONSTRANCES., 


e Lair! 
that 


(2) At the dry stane dyke on Mos wine's farm McNab and th: 
were terribly shocked, and their yells were #0 blood-curdling 10 
McSwine hid his head under the clothes aud refused tae come oct + 
ouy couseederat iou. 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
; d Es once more u and, at the time of writing, everything looks promising sticking up for London's poor :—Salvationists hail with delight, This glorious and fvarful sight :— 
for sant 005 ee boliday. 5 hope that such will ‘be the case. Noone deserves Thou, 77 ppular once on @ time, Show Sunday is now past ite prime :—* My firat-bern chili” 
a sunny holiday more than besmirched, overworked Cockneydom. Now to business :—A noth Joxeph gay, While lecturing the other dey :—Sweet Lily jumped upon the man, Who 
balance, D the great Sir Wit. We hold in our ion still :—Of presents scores Bismarck dropped the jewels and quickly ran.— Ta, ta! friends, and at the same time let me call your atten- 
has had, Which makes his genial heart feet glad :—The “ Chronicle“ is right, I’m sure, In tion to a work of art iu the shape of my centre illustration——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES. 


BEFORE ANDO LAST. 
Jones. I hear that Brown was married last month. 
Pr dig Yea, poor fellow! I have just returned from bis 
auer: 


“ Yessir, that there pickcher wns taken from one of the ‘orses in 
our stable, last year—ett ‘is ‘ead riyht orf,'e did.” 


er oe “And how did you find the scenery in Switzerland?” “Oh, all right!—I had a guide-book and a Diseust of Arry when he finds that he has broneht with him 
“+ “VT DALY'S THEATRE—“AN ARTIST'S MUDDLE.” courier, you kuow.” the domestic paraffin, instead of his bottle of yin und water, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


Ir is the fashion nowadays to call Easter Monday vulgar, and to 
say nasty snecring things about this popular Bank Holiday, Well, 
well, there's a good deal 
in the assertion, but 
don't, plense, because 
you happen to be en- 
dowed with a little sense 
of refinement, don't 
grudge London's toilers 
their well-earned holi- 
day. You, good friend, 
who possess the means 
to flee far from the 
madding crowd, think 
kindly, if a little pity- 
ingly, of those who must 
needs take their pleasure 
lers expensively. The 
vagaries of Arry and 
*Arriet at Hampstead 
may cause amusement ; 
we may wonder what 
lensurè is to be derived 

rom an _ eight-hour 
journey in a crowded 
excursion train, and we 
may shudder virtuously 
when some extra en- 
thusiastic holiday-maker 
so far forgets himself 
after imbibing too freely 
as to assault the police. 
After all they are but 
enjoying themselves, as 
you do, in their own sweet way. What more would you? 


es 
SEVERAL of our daily contemporaries are gravely asserting that 
shorthsnd has only just been introduced into the army, This will 
Come asa surprise to many people. We have always been under 
the impression that the British Army has been short-handed for 
man years past. ee 
* 


UNLIKE A. SLOPER, Cecil Rhodes, of South American fame, it 
seems, does not favour the fair sex with his company much. e 
evidently considers that, although they have plenty of “ brass,” 
they fall short of his requirements in real substantial gold. 


s 

A LADIES’ paper contains that which should strike terror into 
the feminine breast. Nothing less, in fact, than the positive 
nat ion that there is to bea 
revival of the crinoline scare, 
Skirts ure to become fuller 
and fuller, it appears, though 
it is comforting to learn that 
the fashion will stop just 
short of the hoop. he 
evolution of feminine fashions 
is indeed a fearful and won- 
derful study. | 5 


Tun English Horse Show 
Society holds its thirty- 
second annual show at the 
Agricultural Hall, from May 
llth to 7th. Some new 
classes have, we hear, n 
established. This is well; 
the Skunk will now probably 
have a chance. 

* 


s 

Mn. Henry LEE's clever 
impersonations of great men, 
last and present, should be 
seen, Mr. Charles Morton 
has acted with his usual dia- 
cretion in engaging this 
clever artist for the Palace. 


s 
Mrs. SLOPER gave a 
largely-attended and very 
successful At Home” last 
week, on the auspicious 
occasion of the Ancient taking his spring overcoat out of pawn. 


Wr are sorry to learn that the Hon. Billy is in ill heuth. His 
baker. therefore, has only received an order for one gross of hot 
cross buns this year. 1 


PEAT is now successfully used as fuel for engines on the Conti- 
nent. The drivers say they like it as well if not peater than coal. 
Sorry ! oe 

s 


S1x hundred thousand pounds is the value of the jewellery worn 
by the Astor family. And yet the Sloperian family have to put up 
with three penn’orth of prize-packet trash among them. Fortune, 
it scems, does not always favour, the bold. 


s 

Mn. Louis N. PARKER has previously shown his ability to do 
good work, though Mr. Murray Carson we know better for his 
histrionic enim - 
bilities. Author 
and actor, how- 
ever, have put 
aes boots to- 
er and pro- 
duced between 
them a truly 
excellent result. 
The Blue Boar 
is a first-rate 
farce, novel 
witty and full 
of grotesque 
ige an d 
possibilities so 
well suited to 


the quaint style 
of Mr. Edward 
Terry. Further 


comment is 
surely needless ; 
suffice it that 
with the invalu- 
able assistance 
of Miss Fanny 
Rrough, Mr. 
Harcourt Beatty 
and the rest of 
a clever com- 
any, the popu- 
ar actor- 
mansger can 
5 eep a die- 
lighted audience in convulsions of merriment from almost the 
rise to the fall of the curtain. 9 


THE Philadelphia Ledger says a man floated three days on 
Lake Michigan on a enke of ice. keeping himself awake with 
frequent knife pricks. This takes the cake, doesn’t it? 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE London Music-hall, as most people are aware, is situated in 
Shoreditch. A good many, though, are not acquainted with the 
fact that one of the best entertainments eh 
in London is provided at this Tian. 
But such is the case, ax you will readily 
find out for yourselves when you pay 
this Hall a visit. Included in the pro- 
gramme are many of the stars at present 
in London, The management are to be 
congritulated on the excellence of their 
catering. + 


THE Time-Worn Structure has this 
day been pleased to confer the Award 
of Merit” upon Dr. A. J. CURRIE, 
breause he's a Glasgow man in every 
acnse, “ Feyther,” remarked the Ceru- 
Jean-Eyed, as he scanned the Browside 
report on the doctor's n “wat 
n man this must be. “Hig! 1 moral recti- 
tude,’ varied culture,’ ‘retipement of 
intellect,’ ‘thorough education,’ ur- 
banity of manner, ‘distinguished 
career,’ popular esteem.’ Oh, feyther, 
why ain't you more like this instead of 
being a rascally ignorant, vulgar, 
illiterate, boorish——?” but here the 
Aged smote him full upon the smeller, 
and Alexandry retired in search of a 
cold door key. 59 


Ix spite of the fact that April the 
first was Bismarck's birthday, the latter 
gentleman throughout his life has 
proved himself anything but a foul. Of course A. Stor En was one 
of the first to congratulate hiin on the attainment of his eightieth 
birthday, and forwarded, as some small token of his esteem, 
the best German sausage in the London market. 


Tuvs the Standard in its agony column of Ist inst.: 
„GHOOIE.—I know, darling, to-day is your birthday, and 
wish you every happiness, Why, love, do you show such 
contempt for me? Is it on account of my feet. Ab. 
Poor girl. there doesn't seem much doubt that she hails from 
Finsbury Park. * 


ALTHOUGH Niagara Hall was only opened in January last, 
retty substantial cheques have already n sent to the share- 
holders, There is, evidently, quite as large fortunes to be made 


out of real us there was out of ive-cream. 
ss 


s 

THERE can be no doubt about it. Spring is here at last. The 
only thing that remains for us to do, is io induce it to remain 
with ux. Well, we are - 
doing our best. Already 
are the fair sex begin - 
nine toadorn themeel ves 
with b and hats so 
charming, that even 
hard-hearted old spring 
will find it difficult in- 
deed to resist them, 


GLass cultivation, ace 
cording to an_agricul- 
tural journal, yields big 
profits, Well, A. SLOPER 
ought to know some- 
thing about the matter, 
but he hasn't found it 
so. He's been very as- 
siduous in his attention, 
but all the profit invari- 
ably went to the buss of 
the pub. 5 „ 


Moch anxiety pre- 
vailed among the ers 
of Larks! who caught 
sight of the newspaper 
posters announcing “As- 
sassination of an Editor.” 
It must have been a 
relief to find that the 
affair occurred in 
America, and that the gifted chief of our greatest ha’porth was not 
the victim. There's really no knowing what the mad jealousy of 
out-classed rivals may lead them to. 


s 
TuaT noble band of cricketers who have been so worthily 
upholding our reputation in the Antipodes, are already on their 
way back to Merry England. If ever men deserved a hearty 
welcome home they un sano | do so, and, what is more, they 
must have one. The Eminent is ready and willing to render all 
the assistance in his power towards so worthy a cause, 


s 
A TELEGRAM published in an evening paper at the time of 
Tante to press announces that Jabez Balfour has at last been 
nanded over to the English authorities. We should rejoice at the 
intelligence, but “we know those telegrams.” They come from 
Salta. ** 


THE Management at Olympia have lately added several novelties, 
with the result that the show is running better than at first. There 
is no mistake about it. The Orient 
is about the biggest and most suc- 
cessful now running, and although 
the Earl's Court authorities boast 
that their exhibition is going to lick 
all creation, they will have to be up 
very early in the morning if they 
intend to beat that of Olympia. 


s 

SOMEONE has slumbered. A. 
SLOPER has only just found out 
that the Mr. W. H. Fox, who repre- 
sents North Kensington on the 
London County Council, is none 
other than his old friend W. H. 
Fox, of Fox, Sissons & Co., the Char- 
tered Accountants, who knock the 
figures about at 9 Austin Friars, in 
the City of London. W. II. F. has 
audited the HALT. Hol ina“ ne- 
counts since that festive pen'ortli 
firat came into existence, and many 
the time and oft, for purely business 
reasons, he has had to advise ALLY 
to curtail the expenditure in the 
“ Unsweetened" department. He 
says it would make the Balance 
Sheets look so much prettier. Mr. 
Fox is a Moderate on the L. C. C. and 
wants ALLY to be one, too; but, 
ns far ws liquid refreshment goes, 
the Old Uu prefers remaining a Progressi re just for the present. 


a 
THE Aquarium Management are now making a speciality of their 
Swimming entertainment. The display of loveliness is of the all 
very fine and large order, and even meets with A. SLOPER’s 
approbation. 


| Saturday, April 18, 1895, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENSDAL von THK WEEK ENDING APRIL 20TH, 1895, 
— 


14th April, 1820.— Two policemen this night were turning 
the corner of a street in Alfortville, when one of ther felt a chalt 
fall upon his head. The ofticers had searcely time to get out «i 
harm's way when a table, some more chairs, u washing-stand and 
other articles of bedroom furniture were thrown out of an Upper 
window of the house which they were passing. They made their 
way upstairs and heard frightful shrieks and cries proceeding fron 
n certain room. Forcing open the door they — a man crouch. 
ing in the midst of the overturned bedstead, wardrobe, and ti. 
rest of the furniture. In his right hand he held a revolver, aud 
with the other brandished a long kitchen knife. The madi, 
liad divested himself of every scrap of clothing, and when the 
police tried to seize him he leaped out of window into the stro. 


18th April, 18G0.—At the Westminster Aquarium this 
Sucei pir on the thirtieth day of his fast. Sucei maintain 
his good spirits, and participated heartily in the merriment arouse 
amongst the watching committee when one of their number, in 
accordance with practice, opened a registered letter addressed to 
Succi, which bore the Birmingham postmark, and which contained 
a packet of quill toothpicks. 


16th April, 1828.—In a newspaper of this date appears this 
announcement: “SERMONS BY THE AUTHOR OF WAVERLEY!!! 
—Religious Discourses, by a Layman, are announced for immediate 
publication ; and it will excite the 1 curiosity to learn that 
they consist of Two Sermons, by Sir Walter Scott.” 


17th April, 1843. — Samuel Emery made his first London 
Appearance this day at the Lyceum, then the English Opera House 
as Giles, in Zhe Miller's Maid. : 


18th April, 1689.—The Theatre Francais was this da 
the first tone opened in the Rue des Fossés, 1 555 


19th April, 1819.—Tom Moore writes in his diary this day: 
“Went to Chippenham with Phipps and Locke, to a dinner which 
the former gave to his troop of Yeomanry, all common farmers, 
the only gentiemen ourselves and Gosset. A strange day, such 
tippling and such speechifying. I proposed Lord Lansdowne's 
health ina speech which but about three 1 out of the tifty 
understood a syllable of; but such men like to be talked to unin. 
telligibly—they take it as a tribute to their understandings,” 


20th. April, 1731.— Under this date it is recorded that 
“Mary Lynn, condemned last Norfolk assizes for being concerned 
in the murder of her mistress, was bu to ashes at the stake, 
and Smith, the principal, was hanged for the same fact. She 

haved with decency and died penitent; but Smith was drunk at 
the gallows, and «nid, ‘My mother always told me I should die in 
my shoes, but I will make her a liar.’ So threw them off.” 


— — 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 


No. 12.—How Lorp Bos Got RobBeD. 


THEKE were five scoundrels in our town, 
Five fierce freebooters, full of sin; 

And they have laid a project down 
To drag the gold spondulicks in. 

O'er Hampstead Heath a man of wealth 
Would pass by night with gold in fob: 

And they have sworn by strength and stealth 

To rob Lord Bob. 


The lissom lord, in lively trim. 

Across the Heath loud-whistling stept, 
When slily, at the rear of him, 

The fierce freebooters crawled and crept. 
Ilis arm they gripped, his heels they — 

They trounced him with a truncheon's knob, 
Then deep into his 5 dipped. 

ro rob Lord Bob! 


When home the hapless peer returned, 

He vowed his loss was ninety quid ; 
And SLOPER’s Family, much concerned, 

Subscribed a sovereign each—they did! 
And then, with ast A eer in hand, 
ng fleeced ~ 8 to pent ond throb 

rage nst the graceless 
*Aho'd robbed Lord Bob! 


But, on the Heath, the footpad crew 

Stood jangling long, with cuss-words many. 
They'd got one penny each : but who— 

Ah ! who—should have the eztra penny ? 
And, when the lots were drawn, the five 

Said, “ Here's a darned unlucky job! 
Well neter again, FOR SIXPENCE, strive 

To rob Lord Bob! 


IN THE ZOO. 


IF you happen to know a “ member,” and aren't above eadging a 
couple of tickets off him, there area lot of worse places than the 
Zoological Gyardings in the Regent’s Park to which to take “ the 
future Mrs, Awkins“ on a Sunday afternoon. Rut—take a tip— 
steer clear of that range of dens south of the terrace where the 
lions used to be, for that's where a gallant voung Strephon came 10 
grief last Sunday. It was this wire: Phyllis was hanging on his 
arm, and he was telling her all about everything. Some of the 
wheezes he cracked, too, about the elephant packing up his trunk 
and the camel having fairly copped the hump were more than 
passing humorous. Then they came to the row of cages aforesaid, 
and a striped hyena (Hyena Stricta by the book) peered sadly at 
them from behind the bara. He seemed to be pondering over the 
hard name they'd given him, and not at all like the quadruped 
supposed to be most given to the emission of sounds of merti- 
me! 


Strephon. And now he hates Phyllis in his heart. because he 
thinks she “did it a-purpose,” and Phyllis does not attempt to bl 
ceal her contempt for a humorist who “couldn't even make a 
of a wild cat Inugh!" 

— — — 


Every Wednesday. open 
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Caturday, / ori! 13, 1895.) 
NOf BEER-“ MUGS.” 


tis one ot two provincial towns have struck against the 
, No doubt our 
British work. 
men like 
Oft nowadays to go 
stri 


e. 
the latest 
rike we hear 


beer-drinkers 
raising of the ‘orice per pot.) 
—— Ü—P—— 
No Ja on mr 2 
„„er 
— 


PONGELO ) 


5 Is that against the 

8 price of beer. 
? To those who paid 
three “d.” per 


pot, 

Some bad bold 
bungs have 
made it hot; 

Hence clients have 
with one chi-ike 

Cried “ Wot! against 
our beer we'll 
strike | 


For we likes a drop 
o’ good o 
oes, 
And we mops it up, 
no fear! 
15 aut 1 Seer 
: 2 ung. un 
And Tet him be 
Who puts up the price of our beer!“ 
And eo where er that strike was on 
Strange doings Sere occurred anon ; 
Beer orators held forth o' nights 
On every Briton's beery rights. 
‘Twas hard, of course, on humble folk, 
Who for a pittance bear work's yoke ; 


For them to be charged more was wrong, 
So they, too, murmured in the song— 


“We need a drop of good beer, we do, 
After our toil severe, 
So we cry ‘fie!’ 


On all who tr 
To swindle poor folk of their beer!” 


HE GAVE HER AWAY. 

THE young man paused breathless. Shy, nervous, diffident by 
nature, he had overcome his timidity bv an heroic effort, and let 
loose in one long eloquent declaration all the pent-up emotions of 
his breast; and now sat, pale-cheekcd and trembling, anxious, 
yet half-fearful, to learn his fate. 

The old gentleman drew up his chair, and placed his hand not 
unkindly upon the young one's shoulder. My dear young sir,” 
he said, soothingly, “calm yourself, 1 beg, and let us discuss this, 
matter quietly and disynssionately. You have, in a very manly 
and straightforward manner, exp your devotion to my 
only daughter. and, furthermore, with a most creditable self- 
restraint, come here 
to obtain my per- 
mission before ask- 
ing the young lady 
to share your name, 
Now, this, I may 
point out, is so very 
exceptional a course 
lof conduct among 
young men nowa- 
days, that it at once 


young fellow, and 1 
should sorry to 

„ you imposed 8 
mpon. You have impressed me favourably, young air, anu believe 
nie when J say that I am anxious for your welfare. Now, from 
vour previous remarks I gather that you are under the impression 
that Ethelinda is 9 very much akin to a wingless angel. 
You also, I believe, made many ul allusions to her personal 
harms. Young man, follow me.” 
He led the way toa prettily furnished apartment on the upper floor. 
“Understand,” he said, “that it is only the peculiar nature of 
he case which permits me to violate the sanctity of a lady's bed- 
hamber. This is my daughter's room; yonder is her dressing - 
able. You will observe the assortment of cosmetics used to 


And shaking the 
he old boy ushered 
arewell. 


astonished suitor encouragingly by the hand, 
him to the door and bade him an affectionate 


— — 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 31—Tue. PRINcR REGENT GIRL, 


In Star and in Leader 
The newspaper reader 
Has seen an advert., 
Which I oft did iusert 
And which stated con- 
cisely 
The yearning of me 
For two rooms furnished 


nicely 
In N.“ or “E.C.” 
Mow, inst ad. appeared 


0 
Recause (not being soft) 
I've n habit acquired— 
When my patience gets 


tired 
By my landlady's dodg- 


ngs— 
Of leaving my lodgings! 
In Star or in Leader 
The newspaper reader 
Will never glance o'er 
That advert. any more, 
I've at last got a home 


ee — bence 1 don't mean to 


roam 
While there's breath in my body, 
And love for hot toddy, 
For how badly soever 
I'm treated, lil never 
Forsake mine abode 
In the Liverpool Road, 
Where I'm always so handy 
To earth's greatest bliss— 
To the Prince Regent brandy, 
Aud the Prince Regent miss !! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


3 First AVENUE, HAL Ax, March 21th, 
7 8. 9 sober sg 1118 , e 

ox. SIũ, — Whilst congratulat ou u our elevation to 
the Speaker's Chair, there ia, — teeter — in a recent 
issue of the “ H.-H.” which affords mb even greater pleasure than 
your new and dignified position, I refer to your recognition of the 
pluck and ability of our Club's fessional, Mr. J. T. Brown, who 
did, as you say, “Virtually win the match for the told country by 
his score of 110,“ Now, I was very much disappointed that for 
this truly great feat you did not confer on him the title aspired to 
by 80 many and acquired by comparatively so few. I mean your 
Award of Merit,” and the privilege of adding to his name for ever, 
those magic letters, F.0.8. We, his Halifax admirers, are sub- 
scribing to buy hima 5 watch, to show how we have appreciated 
= Merit T 1 9 Es d prevail upon you be ag tops the Award 
0 e 8 very pleased to sev to its presen’ 
him, along with the prt * Sa 
I am, Sir, yours faithfully, 

RowlAxD E. Ol DOT D. 
(Captain Halifax Cricket Team.) 


ee 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 26.—S1IMON SEMOLINA SLOPER,. 
Born, 1512. Died of Junk, 1587. 

Simon SEMOLINA, youngest and last surviving brother of the 
late lost no time in putting in his claim to the estate; 
indeed, the very day after the tragic termination of Bernard 
Barnstormer’s career, the new baron called upon the family 
solicitor and borrowed a thousand on account. Before, too, the 
necessary legal preliminaries for the transfer of the property could 
be adjusted, he had drawn so largely upon his resources as to 
prove that his financial embarrassments had been of an extremely 
complicated nature. Simon Semolina's name was not of the best. 
He had been concerned in one or two rather shady transactions 
1 and there were not wanting those who asserted that he had 
hurled the brick which laid Bernard Barnstormer low. Important 
testimony, too, which would have greatly strengthened that 
suspicion, was to have formed the subject of inquiry, but before 
the date fixed for the hearing, the . witnesses were found 
mysteriously murdered, and the case fell through for want of 
evidence. Simon Semolina was not the man to let an assassination 
or two stand in the way of his succession, and those who might 
have spoken thought it wiser to hold their peace. 

A careful examination, however, of the documents relating 
to the case leaves no doubt in the mind of the present historian 
that the baron was instrumental not only in his brother's murder, 
but in that of the two witnesses of his crime. It must have been 
extremely mortifying, therefore, to the guilty villain, when having 
formally taken possession of the estates, he received the staggering 
announcement that à new claimant had appeared upon the scene. 
This was Albert Angostura, son of Humphrey Komano, who it 
now appeared had contracted a secret marriage with the Maid of 
Honour who had excited the jealousy of Elizabeth. The widow 
had placed the marriage certificate in the hands of her solicitors, 
who now called upon Simon Semolina to relinquish possession 
and refund such moneys as he had ex: led. 

But Simon Semolina didn't quite sce it. He was a well-favoured 
scoundrel, and he called upon the baroness to talk the atfair over, 
with the result that a week later he led her to the altar, and thus 
became guardian and stepfather as well as uncle to the young baron. 

There is grave doubt, though, whether that youth would ever 
have survived to enjoy his inheritance had he not kept both eyes 
well. open. But he was well read in the family history, and knew 
the fate which had befallen other wards circumstanced as he was. 
Very little watchfulness sufficed to show that Simon Semolina 
meant doing for him at the first convenient opportunity, and 
Albert Angostura took his measures ingly. One night, as 
his uncle smoked a cigar on the battlements, Albert Angostura 
ap before him disguised as the murdered Bernard Barn- 
stormer in Hamlet. With a wild yell of terror, the conecience- 
stricken wretch threw out his arma, dropped, squirmed, and a 
minute later had paid the penalty of his crimes. 

(Tu be continued next week.) 


— 


CINDERELLA MARRIED. 


0 In attire of the best 

fam dlaintilx dressed, 

I am laden with luxuries grand, 
And my brain becomes dazed 
As I'm flattered and praised 

By the wealthiest men of the land. 
My obedient slaves 
Are redoubtable braver, 

And they fly at my slightest request. 
No terrestrial bliss 
In this palace I miss, 

Save—the love of the man I love best ! 


Very carefully, since 
He es poused me, my Prince 
Has esgaved to be gentle and kind: 
But it fills me with woe 
To observe and to know 
That he scorns my illiterate mind. 
And, despite the high sphere 
lam marint in here, 
And despite the high boons I obtain, 
lam somb.e and end, 
And my heart would be glad 
Could 1 drudge with my sisters again ! 


— — 


AN INGENUE. 


SHE was sweet enough to eat, and she sat there, in a first-class 
compartment of a Metropolitan District train going Putney wards, 
looking so ti aie demure that the susceptible young man 
who pens these lines with difficulty restrained himself from casting 
himeelf at her fect and proposing on the spot. The recollection of 
the fact that he had a wife and children at home perhaps alone 
repressed him—this kind of thing (despite the evidence of the 
Law Courts) sometimes does occur. 

Oh, for one glance from those eyes, more densely blue than the 
Oxonian ribbon favour which she wore! But it was reserved, as 
it turned out, for a mere ticket inspector. 

At Sloane Square that official popped his head in the carriage, 
and, after examining the scribe’s little bit of pasteboard, asked the 
fair one: 

„First class, mias?” 

© Ripping, thanks.” replied Beanty, “ how's yourself?” 

And so violently did the poor man blush that the signalman in 
the box in the tunnel took his face for a new red lamp and blocked 
the train for four minutes. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

M1p-OcEay : The letter“ E.“ 

“Two Late! Two Late!” as the commercial traveller said when 
the 2 P.M. train steamed into the station at 2.45. 

Wu do we rave so much over a bride's wedding dreas, when we 
know she has been wedded to dress for vears before her marriage! 

Dowx in the Mouth: A hobbledehoy sucking his incipient 
moustache, i 

Boxixd the Comp-Ass: Journalist thumping “demon com- 
positor” for misprinting his screed, 

THERE have been many gentlemen sagrs: but no fellow can 
swear that he ever really knew @ fady's age. 


AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 


— 


CHAPTER VI. 


WHEN Miss Janet Macpherson bequeathed the whole of her 
forty-five thousand pounds worth of mining shares to the daughter 
of her only sister she was 

nilty of what might have 
pe considered ingratitudo 
to another member of her 
family, but for the fact that 
that other member did not 
care a button—and, in fact, 
was one of the instigators 
of the bequest. She left a 
brother, Mr. Alexander 
Macfarlane, still alive, and 
one of the reasons that Mr. 
Alec Macfarlane did not care 
for the money was that he 
had already a fair share of 
the world’s and he 
desired that their dead 
sister's child should reap 
some benefit from Janet's 
money. 

The fact was that Mr, 
Macfarlane had been the 
actual earner of the money. 
Mr. Macfarlane had been 
plain Sandy Macfarlane, 
miner, at one period of his 
existence in Scotland. He 
had been a rolling stone in 
his youth, and rolled as 
far as Mexico. Here he one 
day made a discovery of what 
promised to be silver, and 
with a mate who shared with him the discovery they began whav 
was afterwards to be the Soldado Silver Mine. For a time the 
had of course great difticul and at one time they were bot 
almost inclined to abandon the claim in desnir, but ere long money 
was forthcoming to aid in working the property. Count Flautant, 
the genial gentleman, whose acquaintance the attentive reader 
has already made, advanced the money on receiving a one-third 
ee e other two-thirds, valued at one hundred thousand 
2 each, became the property of Sandy Macfarlane and his 


mate, 

Ere long the working partners decided that they might be con- 
tent to enjoy themselves, and agents and managers were appointed 
to carry on the work, which was felt to be perfectly safe in their 
hands, under the skilful supervision of Count Flautant, and the 
two partners left for Kurope. 

sundy Macfarlane was a cautious person, He did not know 


Samly Macfariane, miner. 


what dangers he 
might encounter on 
his way home, and 
before entering on 
the journey he set- 
tle forty-five 
thousand pounds 
worth of shares in 
the mine on his only 
surviviug sister 
Janet, determinin; 
in his own mine 
that he would look 
after his other sister's 
il ae if me — 

any and they 
required it. 

Sandy's chum had 
no known relative. 
He decided that he 
would see Europe. 
He saw it after a 
fashion. Europe 
was too big a place 
to paint red, but he 
contrived to keep 
something pretty 
near like a sunset in 
his immediate 
presence during the 
two years he spent 
on the Continent. 
At the end of that 
time he died, and on his affairs being examined it was found 
that he had apparently spent the whole value of his share of 
the Soldado, and that his interest in the mine had massed into 
— of Count Flautant, who therefore held two-thirds of the 
property. 

Sandy mourned the death of his mate, but his grief was consider- 
ably mitigated by the satisfaction he felt that his own case had not 
been similar. 

His sister's share and his own was still intact. and he found 
that the income was fur outside his simple wants, and instead 
of spending all that the mine earned he had accumulated a hand- 
some amount of house property as well as having much money in 
several snug investments, 

In the district where he lived, Sandy was looked on as “ well-to- 
do,” minded his own business in n cannie Scotch sort of way, and 
as he knew his sister's intentions regarding his niece, had bothered 
himself no more 
about that young 
lady. He had never 

one to see his 

zuglish relations. 

and they were about 
as indifferent to his 
existence, 

When Sandy's 
gistar dass . 
thoroughly approver 
of her 8 of 
dis 1 of her cash, 
and Mr. Macfarlane 
decided that he 
would keep his eye 
on the couple who 
nad inherited her 
wealth, and if the 
wedding turned out 
to his satisfaction 
that wealth might 
be increased, and if 
it didn't—well, there 
“oe NN means 
of disposal. 

Mr. and Mrs. Mor- 
ton had been married 
a twelvemonth before 
Mr. Macfarlane 
made up his mind 
to visit London 
to see how they 
were getting along. 
Once his mind was made up he was prompt to action, and one 
day he stood at the entrance of his niece's house wondering what 
sort of welcome he might expect. 


¶ Iu be continued next week, 


Stood at the entrance. 


120 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, April 13, 1805, 
THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE ONLY 00. 


1 
Irish J.P, Haven't been befar me befar ? 


McCrafty. No, yer : I nivir saw but wan fare 
like yours, an' that was the photergraft of au CIT. 


king. 
frish J.P. Discharged! Call the next case. 


No, 372.—Mr. WILLRAD Sykes, F. 0. S. 


“The features of this gentleman must be pleasantly familiar 
to avery large section of the public. There are, of course, a few 
benighted beings who have no knowlelge of our hero, and all 
we can say is the loss is all on their side, Willrad has at no 
time hidden his light under a bushel, nor, indeed, any other 1 < 
measure for that inatter. and it is due to his own talent and First Swell, What did you do on this race, my boy ? “Wouldn't you like to have the chance of buyin: 
energies that it shinesso brightly toxlay, Willrad is a comedian. Second Swell, Do? Oh, the bookmaker. Bet with him on the nod, and now J ain trying to bolt without that picture, Brown?" “Very much. Woull like to 
He has u fund of humour and a good voice, and is in huge his noticing me. give a penny for it and use it as a postage stamp.” 
requests at concerts and entertainments, where high-class fun 
without vulgarity is 1 1 11 Chiefly because hed a first-rater 
he was create! F. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ pro- 5 
sented to him January 19th, 1805. — Hebrett Improved, INCLUSIVE TERMS 


GROAO-STARES! 


Arry. What kind o people come to this place? 

Ancient Mariner. Mostly all sorts, guv'nor. Some's w 
common: some's real ladies and gents; an' some, like yerself, 
guv'nor, neither one thing nor t other. 


BRUSHERS 


PICTURES 
ARE THE 


BEST 
No 


Landlady. Do you mean to say you have caten all that joint without any assistance ? 
New Boarder. Oh, no, not exactly! 1 had the assistance of an apple tart and a bottle Our Special Artist, Kicked out, am 17 Blowed if I don't advertise! There · 
of ale. nothing Bowadays. 


done without it 


THE MOCE. UP TO DATE. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


BANK HOLIDAY AT THE SEASIDE. 


The “ New Woman” we have with us; can it be that this 
male thing, a recent, and, judging from its numbers, a thriving 
growth, is the NEW MAN? 


Billy's eek is really awful. 91 00 am 8 
i 7 i 5 Posi if she had a penny, and wth" 
“Gout nenin. ch? L. always told you that you were taking “'Ere, yer know, they don't wear their ‘air like that now. “ Please, sir, I wants a fardin'swuth of salt, Hon tion the tard 
too much strong drink.” „So you did, guv'nor; but now I'm Our Jane's scullery maid in Gro ner Square, and she'd oughter fardin’swuth of pepper, the right tine, 9 the 1 1 1 Nel we mention the 
going tu shunt six-old for fourpenny mild. know. She done mine for me.” loan of ter-day's papers. humiliating result ? 
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